But
now the regiments of France were
driven back in headlong rout.

As when the pigeons scatter back, in
Place-des-Armes, at Montreal,

When children chase them to and fro,
delighting in the rush of wings,

And some will settle near at hand,
but most take flight upon the breeze

Just so the regiments of France
were scattered o'er the battlefield.

And last of all there stood alone the
regiment of Roussillon,

Unwilling yet to yield their ground,
surrendering their hearts to fear.

Amid them rode the wise Montcalm,
amid the smoke and blood of war;

He bade them yet to hold their ground
and guard their comrades’ retreat.

But as he sat upon his
horse and prayed aloud to
God for aid,

A soldier of the
Thirty-Eighth
perceived his noble
clothes and steed

And then
dispatched a
musketball and
struck him
with the
deadly
lead.
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